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docile to fate. How could she leave him to that Glymes life
with Nance? Oh, what was going to be the upshot of it all?
"No, I can't stand it!" she said to herself. "I know he knows
how much I care. But day will follow day, just as they always
do. I shall be a good mother to Lovie, and a docile plaything
for D., and you, my strange one, my unhappy one, my wonder-
ful one, you'll try to console yourself with ThelM Oh! Oh! Oh!
What a thing, what a thing life is1"
As she now rubbed her knuckles together against her jersey,
treating his arm as if it were a fetter she'd got so used to that
she could reduce it to non-existence, she felt an intense longing
to bring down this mood of self-satisfied complacency in which
he strode along. Oh, she knew him through and through! His
happiness just now was partly caused by that stone woman's
head, with which he'd no doubt fallen in love simply because
she'd been buried for a thousand years, and partly by a child-
ish longing—D. was much more childish than Lovie, for Lovie
played at serious things—to light a bonfire in a dew-pond!
But whatever was the cause of his complacency, oh, how she
longed to bring it down with a jerk! She longed to trouble
it, to agitate it, to break it up; for she knew exactly how it
made him feel from the look of his profile. It made him feel
superior to Uryen, to Mr. Wye, to Claudius, and, of course,
to herself.
"I told Jenny," she began, feeling almost as irritated by the
noise the larks made over her head as by the heat of the burn-
ing sunshine: "that I didn't believe Nance was really so in-
fatuated with you as she made out. What do you think your-
self?5'
No-man evidently regarded this question as of absurdly
minor importance, and of no interest at all between him and
her; for instead of stopping—that teasing trick of his when
he wanted to think—he only went faster, "What's that?" he
said. "What do I think about Nance and me?" He turned his
eyes away from her to watch a butterfly. "Well, old girl, to
tell you the truth I think I'd feel a bit funny if I were to make
love to Nance. I wouldn't mind doing it! I've always thought
there was something about Nance like a great white soft musk-
rose with hardly a thorn on its twigs. But, God! iny dear, it's
too late. I might once have enjoyed making my little Stone-
Age girl jealous; but I've got too fond of her now/'

